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Chapter one 


Author's Notes: 

This fic has saved me from an extreme dose of Writer's Block This was written for the girls in ‘Questions And 
Discussion’ who wanted a fic with just kissing in it. And many thanks to Twiz, who, as always, was my sounding 
board and critic. *hugs* 


Jonathan groaned as he tried to keep his friend upright. He'd never have guessed that ‘ol Munks was this 
heavy. 


Then again, he'd never really had to practically carry the fucker up a spiral staircase before. Jonathan began 
to mentally curse Munky out, before remembering that this wasn't Munky's house, it was Fieldy's. Munky’s 
house was in the middle of being refurbished, and rather than stay in a hotel, Reg had offered him the use of 
his house, while he chilled out in Hawaii. 


Correction. 


For ‘chilled out, write ‘getting shit-faced drunk’ instead. It was slightly closer to the truth, anyway. 


Jesus Christ. Jonathan couldn't remember ever being so drunk that he couldn't stand. Then again, Jonathan 
couldn't remember the first four years of being in Korn. The joys of mixing alcohol with various 
pharmaceuticals... 

Munky's head flopped downwards, landing on Jonathan's shoulder. This, realised Jonathan, was going to be a 


fight he wasn't going to win. He steadied Munky's swaying form, before steering him towards the sitting room. 


"Wh..where you takin me?" slurred Munky, attempting to make his eyes focus on Jonathan's face. This only 
made Jonathan grin. 


"Whass so funny?" 


"Your eyes are crossed, Munks. If anything, you look constipated" replied Jonathan, trying not to burst out 
laughing. 


"Fuck off. 'S not funny.” Munky shot back, a look of drunken disdain crossing his face. 
"It is from where l'm standing!" 
"Hey, JONTAN ese 


"Yes?" asked Jonathan, as he shoved Munky in the general direction of the large, overstuffed sofa. Munky 
bounced slightly as he landed. 


" Member the time when you punched Head out?" 

"Which time was that?" 

"Um......the time we got kicked out of the strip club." 

"Can't say | do. Was | drunk?" Jonathan flopped down beside Munky, and ran a hand through his hair. Damn, he 
was tired. Clubbing was beginning to really take it out of him. Maybe it was old age starting to catch up on 
him. 

"Yep. Then ‘gain, you were almost always drunk then 

"That explains it." 

They both fell silent; Jonathan because he was thinking back to a rainy day in February, the day when Brian 


came to him and told him that he was leaving the band. No amount of pleading, cajoling and persuading could 
change Brian's mind, and now Jonathan was of the opinion that Bri had been brainwashed. Munky was silent, 


only it probably had more to do with the fact that he was took drunk to think straight. 
The silence was deafening, and was broken only by Munky belching loudly. 


"Thanks a fucking bundle, dick!" yelped Jonathan, poking a finger into his ear. "What are you trying to do, 


fucker? Deafen me?" 
Munky grinned. "Sorry, HIV. Didn't mean it.” 
"Why do you drink fucking Budweiser anyway? It sucks." 


Silence again. 


"Jon? | think I'm gonna puke..." 
"Oh shit.” 
"No......no. l'm good." 


"Give me some warning if you're gonna puke, buddy. | don't really want to tell Reg that you've barfed all over 


his five thousand dollar shag pile carpet." Munky grinned, his smile almost lighting up the dimly lit room. 
"Oh yeah. Like you couldn't kick Field dog's ass." 


"That's not the point. | could kick his ass. | just don't want him to kick your ass. Especially when you're too 
fucking shit faced to lift your leg to kick him." Jonathan raised a hand and ran it through his long black hair. 


"Says fuckin’ who?" retorted Munky, getting very unsteadily to his feet, and trying to glare at Jonathan 


"Says fuckin’ me. Hell, even | could kick your ass right now." smiled Jonathan, not paying much attention to his 


intoxicated friend. This seemed to annoy James, and he gave Jonathan's shoulder an angry shove. 


"rll have you know, buddy ite ats that there's lots of things that | can do when I'm.......Um......when I'm drunk" 


slurred Munky, staggering backwards towards the sofa again 


"Hal Not much, I'll bet." snorted Jonathan. He held his hand up, and waved it slightly. "Hey, Munks! How many 


fingers am | holding up?" 


"| may be drunk, but I'm..........not blind. You're holding up four fingers. So there." replied Munky, sticking his 
tongue out for good effect. 


"And yah boo sucks to you too." Jonathan pulled the most childish face he could think of. This only pissed 


Munky off, yet again 


"Fuck you, Davis." he grumped, flopping back down onto the sofa, his head falling back to rest against the 


cushions that were behind him. 

"What?! Fuck you right back. You started it" 

"Did not." 

"Did fucking too." 

"| did not!" 

Jonathan sighed. Not only was Munky heavy when he was drunk, now he was getting childish. 
"Okay. How old are you? Five?" 

"Humph." 

"Now we're sulking. Can you go and stand in the corner next? Or hold your breath until your face turns blue?" 
Munky's eyes fell closed. "Like | said. There's lots of things that | can do when I'm drunk" 

‘If by ‘lots of things’ you mean acting like a kid, then | believe you." 


Munky sighed, like a teacher that wasn't being listened to. "One of my many...Ac......talents, Jon" 


Jonathan had a look of mock surprise on his face. 

"You mean that you're capable of being more than an annoying dick? James Shaffer, you amaze me." 

"Oh look. Now I'm really offended." 

"And using big, grown up words as well? Fuck me." 

"Screw you, Davis. That's one of the things that | can do when I'm drunk." An evil glint was in Munky's eyes. He 
may be drunk as the proverbial skunk, but that didn't mean that he couldn't have some fun. And who better 
to have fun with than Jonathan? 

"l'Il bet" Jonathan wasn't letting Munky know that he was on to his mind games. As if Munky was going to get 
the better of him. He'd been trying to best him for nigh on twelve years now, and not once had he succeeded. 


This could turn out to be very interesting... 


Jonathan turned to face Munky, who by now, was staring at the ceiling. 


"Okay. Since you're the one who brought up the subject, what else are you good at when you're drunk?" 
"Well........| can walk. Without falling over. And I'm a big hit with the ladies." 


"Oh sure. You mean they actually like a staggering, drooling, alcohol soaked lush like you?" grinned Jonathan, It 
was the sort of grin that he'd used to charm the panties off more groupies than he'd had hot dinners. Maybe 
now it was time to see what effect it had on Munks. 


This grin had not escaped Munky's notice. And although he wasn't going to admit it, it was starting to get him 
hot. His stomach began to tie itself into knots, and that warm, familiar feeling had lodged itself somewhere in 
his groin 

Damn those eyes of HIV's. He always knew they'd get him into trouble. Not that he was mentally talking himself 
out of it. If he was being perfectly honest with himself, he wanted to see what would happen, given enough 
time. This time, he wasn't going to be a complete pussy, and back out of it, like he usually did. 


And it wasn't as if Jonathan hadn't come onto him before. Why else would he take pleasure in biting him if it 


wasn't a turn on? 
The joys of drunken logic... 

"Shut the fuck up, fuck wit" 

Oh shit, thought Munky, as Jonathan's face hovered above him. Why do / get the feeling that Ive unleashed a 


monster here? 


"Make me, dick" Jonathan said, his voice almost a growl. He ‘d have thought that Munky would have learned by 
now not to play with him. He didn't like being someone's toy. Never had, and never would. He'd been played with 
and tormented for too long in high school, and once he'd left, Jonathan had sworn that it would never happen 


again. He watched as Munky all but squirmed beneath him. Now this was fun......... 


be sitting on his lap. And then there would be no telling what would happen. 


"You heard. Make me. Shut me up. Or are you too drunk to do even that?" 
Patience, DAVIS. ccc 


"Like hell, pal........" sighed Munky, and his mouth crashed against Jonathan's, taking him by surprise. His hands 


made their way up to nestle in Jonathan's hair, and he could've sworn he heard him moan Jonathan began to 


feebly thrash against Munky's tightening embrace, half heartedly trying to escape, and not really wanting to. 


Munky's tongue snaked out, flicking harshly against Jonathan's lips, demanding entrance. He'd come this far, he 
thought, and he was fucked if he was backing down now. To his glee, Jonathan moaned once again, louder this 
time, and opened up to him, plunging his tongue into the warmth of his mouth. Munky thought his knees were 
going to buckle. He'd often joked around with Jonathan, and flirted outrageously with him, but that was all it 


ever was; flirting. Never in a million years did he ever think he'd be doing this. 


Jonathan's teeth gnashed together, catching Munky's bottom lip and drawing blood. He sighed into his drunken 
friend's mouth, losing himself in the warmth and the beer soaked wetness that surrounded him. This was 
certainly unexpected, but he wasn't going to back out of this now. He brought his hands up to grab at Munky’s 
hair, his fingers tangling themselves into the dark dreads that hung there. For some reason, his stomach was 
busy tying itself into knots as the kiss continued, Munky’s lips feeling like silk as they slowly dragged against 


his own. 


Tongues lazily caressed and tangled against each other, breath heaved against cheeks, each man pulling the 
other closer and not wanting to be the first to break away. What had started out as one man's drunken 
attempt to shut the other up was slowly turning into something more. 


Or at least it was, until a low, demonic growl split the air, and Munky found himself being pressed backwards 
into the sofa, and any romantic notions he had were cruelly taken away. Jonathan kissed him back so hard that 
he was sure his lips would be swollen in the morning. He pulled away from Jonathan as far as the restricted 


space would let him, and stared drunkenly at him, his eyes glazing over as he tried to focus. 


"Want to shut the fuck up now? Or do you need more persuading?” he managed to say. His vision was really 
beginning to blur, and two of Jonathan swam in front of his face. Jonathan pulled back, wiping his mouth as he 


did so. 
"That depends." replied Jonathan, removing himself from Munky's lap. Munky was puzzled. 
"And what the fuck does that mean?" 


It means that it depends on whether or not you're gonna remember doing this in the morning. And if you 
want to do it again." 


Munky's eyebrows buried themselves somewhere in his hair. Jonathan could only smirk. 


"Don't tell me that you didn't want that in the first place. You've wanted to do that for years. You only did it 


because you're drunk, and you're thinking with your dick. I'll make a deal with you." 


Munky could only stare at Jonathan, who by now had stood up to leave. He nodded his agreement, before 
Jonathan continued. 


"Come back to me when you're stone cold sober, and then we can see where we go from there. If you've got 


the balls to admit that it's what you really want." 


And with that, Jonathan grabbed at his coat, and left, leaving Munky to ponder what could have been, and what 
might still ben. num 


Sobering Up 


It had been three days since Jonathan had helped Munky home, and shocked the hell out of him. 


For James, it had been nothing more than a way of shutting Jonathan up, of calling his bluff. Sure, he'd long 
ago admitted to himself that his interest in Jonathan was more than that of a friend. But Jonathan was the 
most heterosexual man he'd ever met in his life. The shelves of hardcore porn, and a near constant stream of 


porn star girlfriends were proof of that. 


And up until that drunken Thursday night out, James had thought of himself as resolutely straight, too. The 
dreams he'd had about a naked Jonathan kissing him were just that- dreams. Nothing more. But that kiss had 
woken something in James, something that he'd long tried to deny. 


He wanted Jonathan. He wanted to kiss him, and what's more, he wanted to fuck him until he saw stars. 


Once he'd admitted that much to himself, it wasn't that hard to come to terms with. The only problem was 
how to approach it with Jonathan, without running the risk of getting a smack in the face. 


James padded down the spiral staircase, trying to avoid making himself dizzy. He hated spiral staircases with a 
passion, ever since he'd slid down the railing of one when he was thirteen, and slammed into the large pole at 
the end of them, balls first. It had been a miracle that his voice had broken, as far as he was concerned. Even 


thinking about it, almost twenty years later, made him wince slightly. 


There was a slight sway to his step as he made his way into the kitchen, rubbing the sleep from his eyes. The 
coffee maker was already on, for some strange reason. James was sure he'd been alone last night. And he was 


definitely sure that he hadn't been drunk, either. 

"Afternoon, dick." 

It was Jonathan. James' heart sank like a stone. Jonathan was the last person that he needed to see. Wanted, 
maybe, but not needed. Not until he'd figured out how to best approach one Jonathan Davis about the drunken 


kiss they'd shared. If he approached him at all. 


"Who invited you over?" he said, coldly. Most unlike him, he knew. But he wasn't going to let his guard down 
The feeling that Jonathan was going to punch him at any given minute was eating at him. And Jonathan's 


calmness was starting to freak him out, if he was honest. He made his way to the pantry, and pulled out a box 


of cereal, before making his way to the fridge for the milk. Jonathan raised an eyebrow. 
"At this hour of the day? And | thought that | was weird." 


"l'm just up, it's breakfast. What's weird about me having breakfast?" asked James, pouring the cereal into a 


large bowl. 
"Because it's half past two in the afternoon?" shot back Jonathan 


James didn't have a decent comeback to that, so he sat on a high stool, and attacked his cereal, glaring at 
Jonathan, Jonathan merely grinned back at him, and moved to sit closer. His stomach tied itself in knots, as 
Jonathan's thigh brushed against his own. This felt all too familiar, and James wasn't sure if he liked it, or, 
indeed, wanted it. Being on the high stool, however, was giving him no room to manoeuvre. Plus, his dick was 


slowly beginning to harden, despite his apprehension 


James knew what Jonathan was up to. He'd seen him in action thousands of times, and had marvelled at the 
ease with which he could charm a woman into bed. That guy had charmed the panties off of more women 
than Munks had had hot dinners. And apart from the fact that he felt a bit of a prat for kissing Jonathan in 
the first place, James wasn't sure if he wanted to be another notch on HIV's bedpost. He really didn't want to 
feel any more cheap and stupid if that was going to be the case. 


Jonathan had noticed James’ apprehension, and being the sadist that he was, he was loving every minute of it. 
James really thought that he'd been bluffing that night, had thought that his parting shot was just a 


statement thrown at a drunken man to get him off of his case. 
Far from it. 
James failed to realise that he'd meant every word he'd said James wasn't the only one who'd enjoyed that 


kiss. The only difference was that Jonathan wasn't afraid to admit it. And what Jonathan wanted, Jonathan 


usually got, one way or another. 


It was James who finally spoke. He put the bowl down onto the counter top, making the spoon clatter loudly 
against it. 


coming out in a jumble. He wanted to get this cleared up, before Jonathan punched him. 


"You really must have been drunk, James. If you remember, | didn't exactly fight you off, did 1? In fact, | kissed 
you back. What does that tell you?" Jonathan slid off of the stool effortlessly, and walked over towards the 
sink, propping himself against it. James’ jaw dropped. 

"You only kissed me back to shut me up, to prove a point. | was drunk, HIV. It meant nothing. To either of us." 


replied James. It sounded to Jonathan like James was trying to convince himself more than Jonathan, 


"And what makes you think that | didn't enjoy it? What makes you think that if you were to kiss me again, 
that I'd fight you off?" Jonathan's voice rose slightly, his arms folded across his chest. 


"What makes you think that I'd want to kiss you again?" James replied, glaring at his friend. There were times 
when Jonathan's smugness drove him insane, and this was one of those times. He was so sure of himself, so 
confident that James really wanted to take one drunken kiss further. Mind you, at this present moment in 
time, Jonathan was also turning him on beyond belief, and the thought of giving into him was becoming more 
pleasant by the second, 


"Don't give me that crap. You wanted that kiss. And you want to do it again. You just don't have the balls to 
admit it" There it was again. That smug, self satisfied grin worn by a person who knew they were right, and 
were just waiting to prove the other person wrong. 


"| didn't.......and | don't." 


"Say it again, Munks. Maybe this time you'll manage to convince yourself." 


James stood up, and made to put the empty cereal bowl into the sink His face brushed against Jonathan's hair 


as he reached around him, and the scent of his aftershave made James' already aching hard on throb. 


Jonathan moved closer to James, his voice barely above a whisper. 


"And don't think that | haven't noticed that hard on you're nursing, either." Jonathan's hand began to inch it's 
way up James’ thigh, slowly, seductively, and coming to rest on the bulge that was barely contained by the 
boxer shorts that James had worn to bed. 


"| know what you want, Jamie." Jonathan whispered into his friend's ear. James stiffened at the sound of an 
long forgotten childhood name. The last person to call him that was his grandfather, and to hear it said now, 
and with such a blatantly sexual tone to it, made him shiver. 


"You want to kiss me again. And what's more, you wouldn't object to me bending you over the table, and 
fucking you senseless." Jonathan began to caress James’ throbbing cock, and 

James' breath came out as a shuddering sigh, his eyes fluttering closed as he tried not to lose himself in the 
moment. Jonathan watched his friend's face soften, and his head fall back. The smirk vanished from his face, 


and he pushed his body against James’, his free arm wrapping itself around James’ waist. 


"You should know by now, Jamie, that what | want, | eventually get. And what | want right now, is you. | always 
have. What you need to do, is to be honest about what you want" He dipped his head down to bury his face in 
James' neck, and nipped lightly at the caramel skin that lay before him, a soft groan of lust escaping from his 
throat. James all but cried out as he felt Jonathan's teeth catch his skin, and his hips involuntarily bucked 


upwards to meet Jonathan's hand. 


"Tell me what you want, Jamie......" Jonathan whispered against James' neck. The heat of his breath seemed to 
rush straight to James’ groin, and for a moment, it looked like he'd lost all power of speech. His mind raced, 


and his own breath was coming out in small gasps before he could finally form the words. 


"Now that wasn't so hard, was it?" asked Jonathan, before crashing his lips against James'. James kissed his 
friend back so hard, it felt like his lips were going to burst. Tongues lashed against each other, arms wound 
themselves around the other's body, nails dug into flesh, and both men were in no mood to be gentle or caring 
anymore. Jonathan pushed James backwards, steering him towards the large pine table, and still attached to 
his mouth. 


They both landed on the table, James’ back slamming against the table top, and bringing forth a muffled shout 
of agony from him. In one smooth, fluid movement, Jonathan had grabbed at the waistband of James’ boxers 

and ripped them off of him. James brought his shaking hands down, and managed to pull both Jonathan's jeans 
and boxers down, before wrapping a hand around his swollen length. Jonathan grabbed James’ hand and dragged 


it upwards, pinning him to the table, unable to move. 

The sexual tension in the large, Spanish style kitchen could be cut with a knife. Both men were staring at each 
other, their breath coming in small gasps, their chests heaving. James looked at his bandmate from beneath 
heavily lidded eyes, and tried to resist the urge to beg. He couldn't do it. 


"HIV......please.....you've got..." he gasped, unable to take his eyes from his half naked friend. 


"Got to what?" Jonathan replied He had James exactly where he wanted him, a gasping, begging pile of flesh 
beneath him. 


"For Christ's sake, Jon, just get on with it, and fuck me already!" James yelled If he didn't get some of 


Jonathan inside of him, he was going to go insane. Jonathan smiled. 


"Is that what you really want?" 


With that, Jonathan spit into his open palm, quickly lubed himself up, and drove his cock into James. James' 
howl of pleasure and pain echoed around the kitchen, and he arched upwards as Jonathan kept to an angry, 
fast pace. There was nothing romantic about this, no whispering of names, no declarations of love. Both men 
knew that this was not the time for it. This was all about years of pent up lust, and a friendship that ran 


deeper than anyone would, or could, ever dream of. 


Jonathan slammed into James, over and over again, his head thrown back, hair streaming past his waist, and an 
animal like growl filling the room. James thrust his hips down to meet Jonathan's thrusts, and managed to nail 
his prostate dead on. The resulting shout from James almost broke glass with its intensity, and he began to 
thrash about, sending cups and cutlery flying. Jonathan tightened his grip on James' waist, never once slowing 


down. 


back arched upwards again, a low moan escaping from his throat, as Jonathan drove into him, sending him 


across the table. 


In one all encompassing moment, both men came at the same time; Jonathan ramming himself as far into 
James as far as he could go, sending him to the edge of the table. James, meanwhile, had surprised himself. 
For the first time in his life, he'd managed to cum without a hand being clamped around him. He forced himself 
to stare down at his cock as he came, watching as his semen shot out of him, covering his belly with white 
stickiness as it rained onto him. It didn't, it couldn't ever get any better than that, he dimly thought, as his 


eyes closed and a feeble moan left him. 


It took several minutes for them to come back to earth again, and Jonathan slid out of James. He stared at 
the sight in front of him, and ran his hand across James' stomach, his fingers trailing through the remains of 
James’ cum, before bringing them up to his lips, and licking what was there off. 


"Like | told you, Jamie........be honest about what you want. You'll get it. Eventually.’ 


And with that, he dressed and left, as suddenly as he had arrived, leaving James sprawled naked on the table, 


to wonder what was in store for him... 


Possession 


This whole situation was getting freakier by the minute. 


First he'd kissed Jonathan, then tried to tell him that he didn't mean to do it, which ended up with him being 
laid out on Fieldy's kitchen table and being fucked to within an inch of his life. And as much as he hated himself 
for it, James had decided that having a cock shoved up his ass wasn't as bad as he'd thought it would be. 
Especially when aforementioned cock was attached to Jonathan. 


Now there was an enigma if ever he'd seen one. Jonathan Houseman Davis, vocalist, multi instrumentalist, and 
all round pervert. To the public, he was teasing, playing with people's heads, making them think that he was 
bisexual, when everyone knew that he wasn't. 


Bullshit. Davis was bisexual, he just kept it very well hidden. It was also the reason why his last two 
relationships with guys had fizzled out. They were fed up with being treated like a dirty secret. On the other 
hand, James didn't mind if he was kept a secret. In fact, it suited him down to the ground. The less that the 
world knew about how submissive he was with Jonathan the better. In fact, this little secret of theirs was 


quite the turn on. 


It explained why, at this present moment in time, James was lying spread eagled on Jonathan's bed, butt naked, 
with a raging hard on. Not that Jonathan was doing anything to get rid of it, however. He was taking great 
pleasure in watching James' balls turn blue, because he was refusing to even touch him. Had said something 
about James' having to ‘find out what he wanted. 


James had just lain there, a blank look on his face. As if things couldn't get anymore confusing than they were 
now. 


"Oh, come on, Jamvie...... you're not that fucking innocent, are you? Don't tell me you've never jacked off 
before?" Jonathan had grinned, as he sat on the edge of the bed. James' eyebrows shot up into his hair; 
something that was happening a lot these days. 


going to like the answer. 


"How do you expect me to give you what you want if you don't show me, Jamie? Lie back and be a good 


boy..." Cooed Jonathan, giving James a push to make his point. 


Jonathan stared at the caramel vision that lay before him. James was a blank sheet of paper, silently begging 

to be written on. A lump of beautifully pliable clay that Jonathan wanted to mould in his own perverted image. 
All he needed to know was what this creature wanted, what made him tick. Once he knew that, all he had to do 
was show him to enhance it. It was amazing to Jonathan, that James and he had been friends, band mates for 


damn near fifteen years, and yet it had taken them this long to even do this. 


And yet, both of them were scared. Scared of letting this whole thing go too far. And scared of letting each 
other go. 


Jonathan ran his hand across James' stomach, marvelling at the colour of the skin, at the touch. Hell, even the 
scent that was James was intoxicating. It assaulted his nostrils, and made him dizzy with lust. And power. The 


biggest turn on for Jonathan was that he'd managed to convince James to do what he wanted him to. And at 


the moment, that was to strip naked and lie on the bed, waiting to be told what to do. 


James shuddered involuntarily as Jonathan's hand skimmed gently across his stomach. His cock was so hard, 
that James was sure it would self destruct if Jonathan so much as looked at it. Precum was beginning to 
slowly drip down the side of James’ dick, winding its way down his thighs. It took all of Jonathan's self control 
not to dip his head down and lick it up. James began to tremble slightly, as he lay on the bed, staring up at his 


friend, his band mate, and now, his master. 

His master. 

Never in a million years would James have thought of allowing himself to be so submissive. The thought of 
allowing himself to simply lie back and be told what to do had been anathema to him. Then again, so had being 


fucked on a kitchen table by a man, and yet, it didn't put him off. If anything it made him more curious, made 


him want to surrender to the primal urge that had now surfaced within him. 


The silence that had cloaked the room was suffocating. James lay on the bed, aching for some kind of release, 


whilst Jonathan merely sat in the nearest chair, staring at a naked James. It was James who finally spoke. 


"What do | do now?" 


His voice trembled as he spoke, his arousal plain to see. 

Jonathan smiled. 

"Show me how you liked to be touched" 

"What?" came the stunned reply. 

'| said, show me how you like to be touched” 

"Can't you find that out for yourself?" asked James, blushing. 

"It wouldn't be as much fun, Jamie, and well you know it. Now, show me. | might like what | see." Jonathan made 
himself comfortable in the wicker chair, and it squeaked as he did so. If Fieldy ever found out about what 
they'd done in his house, he'd kill them both. And buy new furniture. James opened his mouth to speak, and 
then thought better of it. And so, with a resigned sigh, he let his hand drift downwards... 

It skimmed past his chest, caressed his stomach, and grazed against his treasure trail, before wrapping itself 
around his throbbing erection A small groan of satisfaction escaped from him as he felt the familiar warmth 
wash over him, and his hand began to move slowly back and forth. His head fell backwards, and his hips thrust 
gently skyward as he began to fuck his hand. 

James lost track of time as he worked his hand slowly up and down his cock, his breathing becoming more 
laboured. His eyes fell closed, and he bit on his lip as he imagined Jonathan's mouth encasing him in wet heat, 
working him effortlessly. 

"Keep your eyes open, Jamie." ordered Jonathan from his vantage point. "I want you to see what | see." 

James' breath came out in a shuddering sigh, as he struggled to open his eyes, and keep them open. His hand 
kept to its slow, sensual pace, causing James to breathe raggedly as waves of pleasure began to rise up within 


him. 


"Have you any idea how fucking hot you look right now, Jamie?" sighed Jonathan, resting his chin on his hand. It 
took everything James had in him to even try and answer. 


"NNO, god." he whispered, his hand speeding up slightly. This felt too damn good to be over too soon 


"Look at me Jamie." said Jonathan. James’ head fell backwards again, a ragged moan ringing around the large 


room. 


"CON..CONT. nnn " wailed James, his head beginning to thrash gently on the pillow. Jonathan got up and made 


his way over to James. He grabbed James’ face, pulling him up to stare at him. 


"You can, and you will. Now, look at me while you jack off 


James struggled to focus on Jonathan's face as his hand sped up slightly, his hips pumping upward. Sweat 


began to form on his brow, and moan after moan burst forth from him, pleasure coursing through his body. 


"Nuh uh. Not yet. | don't think you really want to cum yet." smiled Jonathan. "Here. Catch." And with that, he 
tossed a small bottle of gel towards James. James slowed his assault on his erection, before grabbing the 


bottle in shaking hands. 


"| want to watch you fuck yourself" 

"Oh, come on, Nonie! How am | meant to do that?" 

Jonathan rolled his eyes skyward "Use your fucking fingers!" 

James stared at his friend in amazement, before reluctantly coating his fingers. 
"And keep jacking off. | want to see how hard you can cum." 


James wrapped his hand around his dick again, before hesitantly slipping a finger into himself. He groaned as he 
pushed past the tight ring of muscle, unconsciously tightening his grip on his cock. A loud wail echoed around 
the room, as James felt his balls tighten, painfully. A stream of expletives pushed past his lips as he opened 
up enough to push another finger into himself. 


"Oh god.......oh god....oh god..." 


James was panting heavily now, his brain on the edge of meltdown, his hand both moving back and forth and 
squeezing around his cock He pushed frantically back onto his fingers, trying to get the angle right. And all the 


while, Jonathan just sat there, watching James violate himself shamelessly. 


James moaned loudly yet again, calling out for Jonathan, as his fingers finally found his prostate, jabbing 
against it forcefully. He'd heard the saying "Hurts so good", but never believed in it until now. If he didn't cum 
soon, James was sure he was going to cry. His fingers kept up the pressure on his prostate, and his hand was 
pumping at a furious pace. He was balanced on the edge of an earth shattering orgasm, but couldn't seem to 


cum. 


Jonathan smiled. He knew why his Jamie couldn't cum, even if Jamie himself didn't. Jamie wanted permission to 


cum. He grinned, wickedly, as James’ eyes slid closed, a tear of frustration sliding down his cheek. 
"Open your eyes, Jamie. Tell me. Do you want to cum?" asked Jonathan. James nodded wildly. 

"So tell me. | want to hear you tell me that you want to cum." 

"Want..want...t.to......DAAAMNNNNI!II" yelled James, his voice filled with frustration 

"Do it, Jamie. Cum for me. Look at me while you cum" said Jonathan softly, getting up from his seat. 


He positioned himself between James’ thighs , right in the firing line. James brought his gaze down, just as he 
pushed against his prostate. And with one deafening roar, he finally came, almost screaming as he did so. 
Jonathan just stared at James, opening his mouth as James came, stream upon stream of semen shooting out 
of a howling James. He caught most of it in his mouth, and James came harder still, watching as his cum 


gathered in a pool in Jonathan's mouth, before it began to spill down his chin, dripping onto the bed sheets. 
After what seemed like a lifetime, James finally stopped cumming, and Jonathan made a show of swallowing 
what his now lover had given him. James slumped back onto the now soaking wet sheets, panting for breath, 


and staring at Jonathan. 


"What does this mean? What does it..make..me? Some kind of pervert?" panted James, shaking like a leaf as he 


came down from the most intense orgasm he'd ever had. 


Jonathan smiled, and ran his hand across James' abdomen, feeling the muscles there contract gently. 


